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THE LAST FESTIVITIES,

"TTTHEN Marie Louise had returned to Saint
YY Cloud and was no longer within reach of
her husband's cheering words, she became profoundly-
melancholy. Her only consolation was the sight of
her son, a superb boy, whose strength and intelligence
were developing most remarkably. The Queen of
Naples had made him a present of a little gilded car-
riage, to which the skilful riding-master Pranconi had
harnessed two trained sheep, like horses. Whenever
the infant King was seen driving in this pretty car-
riage, under the venerable trees in the gardens of
Saint Cloud, he inspired tender admiration. Marie
Louise was proud of her son; but the more she
loved him, the more anxious she felt as to the lot
reserved for this child whose cradle had been saluted
with so much applause and homage. The letters she
'wrote at that time to the Emperor Francis were
marked by a melancholy akin to discouragement.
"I am in a painful uncertainty about the issue of
the negotiations," she wrote to him, August 12,1813.
"Heaven grant that there may be no war! The

9JU